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temperate in his eating and drinking. He was of a
moderate stature, of a light and clear complexion,
with grey eyes, so very weak at times as hardly to
bear a candle in the room; and often raising within
him apprehensions of blindness." It is not as a man
of the town, however, that we remember Collins. It
is, more than anything, for his Ode to Evening.

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song,
May hope, 0 pensive Eve, to soothe thine ear,

Like thy own solemn springs,

Thy springs and dying gales;

0 Nymph reserved, while now the bright-haired Sun
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts,

With brede ethereal wove,

0*er hang his wavy bed:

Now air is hushed, save where the weak-eyed bat,
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing;

Or where the beetle winds

His small but sullen horn,

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path,
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum :
Now teach me, Maid composed,
To breathe some softened strain,

Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale,
May, not unseemly, with its stillness suit,

As, musing slow, I hail

Thy genial loved return.